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(ONE PENNY. 


RUCTIONS AT EPSOM. 


“ Pride must always have a fall, and Poor Pa, who has been very peacocky lately, has come down acrasher. His Water Carnival imposture having been 
financially successful, he determined to do the Derby in fine style this year. It was not surprising, therefore, to see him posing at Epsom in very heavy style. 
Upon Iky Moses addressing him as ‘ Sloper, old pal,’ Papa waxed indignant and threatened to give him in charge. Moses retaliated by denouncing my 
unfortunate Parent as a welcher, and the mob responding energetically, Poor Pa’s remnants were eventually conveyed to London on a wheelbarrow.”’—Toortsi. 


“Let not weak cynics jeer his nsetess toil, “ For SLOPER views, with his accustomed smile, 
Uis rabid micu, bis brain's Lewilder'd * fog,’ That yearly ‘chestnut’ yclept ‘The Derby Dog.’” 
—Cray, with a dash of Epsom blues. 
Geos 
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MAD DRUNK. 


— 


THIS strange case may call to the reader's mind the plot 
of the popular drama of Zhe Silver King. 

Andrew Schweiger, a small farmer, of about thirty years 
of age, lived at Erlangen, in Bavaria, with his wife Johanna, 
who was aged fifty-four. He lived unhappily through his 
wife’s bad temper and jealousy, and they frequently quar- 
relled, and he often got drunk. Next to the house was a 
stable with a hayloft above it, which was reached by a ladder 
from the street. Schweiger’s servant, John Piirner, slept in 
the loft, and sometimes, when a domestic tempest’ was 
raging, the master would. steal away and sleep there too 
among the straw. This happened, for instance, on the fatal 
Sunday night of August 3rd, 1828. 

About four o'clock John Piirner had betaken himself toa 
beerhouse, Where he met an acqiuiintance named Worlein, 
and remained there till nearly ten o'clock drinking beer. 
Worlein drank three quarts, but the waiter said that John 
Viirner drank a great deal more, talked and sang, and at 
length left the place very drunk. 

At ten o'clock two policemen found him sitting ona stone 
in front of the Justice Court fast asleep. On being shaken, 
he said, “ All right, Ul drink my beer first, and then I'll 
go.” To the inquiries as to where he was going and who he 
was, he gave no distinct answers, and would probably have 
continued sitting and again gone to sleep, had not the 
policemen lifted him from the stone and ordered him to go 


ee 
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home. On this he staggered and reeled away. Both men noticed 
that he was drunk, but could yet walk, and in his speech they 
noticed nothing particular. 

About a quarter of an hour later he was seen in another public- 
house staggering about very drunk, Here he asked several people 
which was the way to his master’s house. Shortly afterwards, in 
the street, he lost his way again. lie inquired of two or three 
passers-by, and one accompanied him to the corner of the street in 
which Schweiger's house was situated. These people united in 
siting that he reeled about and seemed to have great difficulty 
in lifting his feet, but they did not notice anything particular in his 
speek. After this he contrived somehow to climb the ladder to 
the loft. 

Between ten and eleven Johanna Schweiger ran into the street. 
and alarmed all her neighbours with the news that her husband 
had been murdered. Many persons crowded into the loft and 
found Schweiger lying on his back in his blood quite dead, and 
Piirner by his side fast asleep. They shook the latter violently, but 
could not wake him, and in shaking him discovered a knife pro- 
truding from his breeches pocket, thickly covered with blood. 

Piirner remained in this sleepy state, notwithstanding all the 
noise around him, till twelve o'clock, when the police commis- 
sioners arrived ; then, after much shaking and thumping, he was 
in some degree awakened, He yawned, uttered some unintelligible 
words, stretched himself, threw out his arms and doubled his tists, 
answering all that was said to him with, * Let me alone!” Two 
policemen succeeded at length in getting him upright, but he could 
not stand, and inorder to get him into the street they were obliged 
to slide him down the ladder. He was there closely examined and 
alight held to his eyes, but they did not open, and he was carried 
to prison and placed upon some straw, where he lay as though 
dead, 

The wife and maidservant, at the trial, stated that Schweiger 
eame home about six rather intoxicated, and crawled up into the 
loft to sleep. They went to bed at cight, and between ten and 
eleven the servant heard quarrelling and fighting in the loft, and 
Piirner say, “Get out of my place, or 1 will stick you.” 

Next day Piirner seemed still half stupetied when brought before 
the magistrate, and the following day, appearing to recover his 
senses, cried out, “Tlow has this misfortune happened to me? 
Worlein had taken me to a public-house, and there f got drunk, I 
thought he lay upon the tlocr of the loft, and as he was covered 
with vermin, 1 threatened to stab him, I did not know it was 
Schweiger. I thought it was Worlein.” 

This was the most to be got from him, except that he had before 
been many times drunk, but never so drunk. The result of the 
trial will probably strike the reader as a strange one. He was 
found to have been so drunk he did not know what he did, and he 
was acquitted, 

* * * * * * 
BIZZI_ BATTERSEF, 

rigglin an rithin in the dedli gripp off the mildewd maniack, the 
wel ni exhorsted madin crep tords the brink off the pressipace. 

in an other momint 

itt’s ashaim the marster prinnter sai e av no mor room for the 
dede of orror this weak. 

(Newt week,“ Billy Cox.” ) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


—— 

*,* Correspondents wishing their MSS, or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stam ped enrclape large cnough to contain the 
contributions submitted. Do not inclose loose stamps. 


Thanks for story, G. 8. BAYLEY: Sorry that we cannot use, 
Much obliged for paper, SAPPER: Yours indecd is welcome news, 
Very sorry, G. B. FLEMING ; Jt's entirely out of print. Sorry, 
M:cKk, the joke you send is Tuo much of an azure tint, UWninten- 
timal, Miss JEFeRIES; Pray accept the Ancicnt’s word, Very 
Sunny, BERTIE CHESHAM— Quite the smartest thing we'ee heard, 
Utter nonsense, COUNTRY READER—They can do so if they choose, 
Your opinion, fairly off it, Coincides with SLOPER's views, Send 
along the sketch, Miss FANNY; Don't be bashful, please, at all, 
Yea, of course you can, A Turvite; Their commission's only 
small, Always to be seen, A Kustic, Any time you're up in tren, 
Thanks for invitation, BUEFO; ALLY means tu toddle down, 

——— 
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published throughout the United kingdom eccry Wednesday after. 
noonat Leo'clock, and the Insurance lasts ane week from that time, 
expiring at 1elock the following Wednesday afternoon, 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


—— 


She (at dinner party). What makes Mr. Flashwit so silent?) 1 
thought he was supposed to keep the table ina roar, 
He. So he is, so he is; but you must wait a bit. Me's thinking 


out his carprom plus, ee 
* 


Liliter, That'savery excellent poem you sent usin this morning, 
Mr. Cribber—very excellent, indecd. 

Cribber (detightedly), Glad you think so, sir, I'm sure. 

Editor. Yes, indved, it’s one of the dear old pieces 1 used to be 
so fond of when 1 wasa boy.» ¢ 

* 

“We won't go home till morning!” sang the rioters with glee, 
As up the Strand they stazzered at the finish of their spree, 
And sure enough they didn't; they were absolutely right, 

For they passed a pair of Peclers and got locked up for the 
night. es 
* 

Mrs. Gubbins. By-the-by, mum, I wanted to arsk your advice, 
as I know as how you've had a large family of darters. Do you 
consider as how this ‘ere lorn tennis is good for gals? 

Mrs. Matchem, Oh, yes, Mrs. Gubbins! Pm sure it is. Each of 
mine got a husband through ites « 


First Sinevi Wife. So glad Tomet vou, dear—he, he, he! [told 
him Td tell vou first time TP saw you—he, he, he! Your husband 
kissed me ast night. 

Scoond Sweet Wife Qeith seraphie smile), Kissed you, dear, did 
he! Well, Pnever! Lalways thought he had better taste. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 


No. 475,—The “Derby Week ” Costume, 


ZOO-ILLOGICAL STUDIES. 
The Peticanncouda, 


THE FINGER OF SCORN. 


eee } ie ge 

First Fair One (who has lacked against the favourite), Goolucss gracious me! 
the favonrite’s romping in! What shall we do? 

Second Fair One. Let us all make eyes at the jockey. 


Cook, My sister’s goin’ to ba mar. 
ried te-morrer, mut. 

Mistress, >the man domesticated ? 

Cook. Oh, yes! he’s been a prize- 
fighter, and will know how to hold 
his own on Saturday nights, 


AT THE EMPIRE. 
“Hem! Peculiar!” 
[le came up to see the Imperial Institute, 
aud is considered someu hat oy-a dog 
down in Baconwash, 


(Saturday, June 8, 1593. 


Lady 0° Honee, Go away you nasty, disreputable man, do! You 
ought to beashamed of yourself! I'd set the dog at you if I wasn't 
afraid he'd bite you. 

Tramp. 1 shouldn't think as how you'd mind that much. 
ociad of House, Ouly for feat the tavour would poison the poor 

mist. as 

s 


THE other day a released prisoner went to the Mission Office to 
try and obtain employment. “What do you think you can do!” 
wis the question asked, “ You have been a thief all your life—hav.- 
never worked at anything. What do you think would be likely ty 
suityou?” “Well, sir, ] hardly know,” replied the ex-thief, after 
3 little consideration, * but I think I should feel most at hon: 
cither in a lawyer's office or, maybe, helping a money-lender, or” 
(here a bright thought struck him)—*“you haven't got a buildin 
cocierty ou yer list that wants managing tee 


* 
THE dentist chap makes teeth of bone 
For those whom Fate has left without, 
And finds provision for his own 
By pulling other people's out. 


Hostess. Why, Jessie, what's the matter with Miss Oldbird? She 
looks as black asa thunder cloud. What's put her out? 

Daughter, Oh! nothing much. I asked her if she ever san. 
“Long Years Ago,” and she quite fired up and wanted to hnow 
whether I meant to insinuate s he looked over thirty, 


J 
Overheard at the Mansion Il:use during so me of day. 

Delicate-looking Stranger. Oh, dear! oh, dear! TI shall never 1 
able to cross among all those cabs and vehicles. Oh, policeman : 
what can Ido? L would give half a crown to cross in safety tu th. 
other side. F 

Constable. You can do it fora shillin’, sir. Calla cab, and he'll 
put yuu over for a bob. *.* 


Smith. 1 heard an awful yarn in the City to-day about Jones, 
but I don't believe it, you know, 

Brown, OW! T do, 

Smith, Oh! have you heard it, then? 

Brown, No; but I would believe anything about Jones. 


* 

Bride-Elect’s Father (to family friend). Let me ree, now, Jar- 
mon, | think we couldn't do better than give you the task of pro- 
posing happiness to the bride and bridegroom, eh? 

Jarmon, Delighted, I'm sure! But don't you think a bachelor 
would be most likely to be more felicitous in his remarks? 

Bride-Elect’s Father, Oh! I don't know, old fellow. What 
makes you think so? 

Jarmon, Well, vou see, having had no experience of married life, 
he ought to be able to do it with FO much more sinecrity, 


* 
Spi flixa, 1 seem to recognise that umbrella, old man, 
Spitting, Vim jolly well certain it isn’t yours, 
Spifine, Why? 
Spafins, Viecause | found it in your umbrella-stand. 


= 
A Serap of Conversation overheard in the Train, 
Suburban Vestryman, But—cost—£ 12,000, 
Builder-Contractor-looking Party. When—seen—argument>— 
sure— be in favour, 
Suburban Vestryman, Depends—afford—enough—go round, 


She, 1 wonder why it is men look 80 silly when they are pro- 
posing! 
He (confirmed bachelor). Well—er—I_ suppose—er—they natu. 
rally—er--look what they are, don't you know. 
* 


* . . 
A FRIENDLY correspondent AD) ends the following to his lengthy 
eulogy of our new venture—Larks ! 


A name appropriate, indeed, 
You could !:::ve found none more ; 
For. like its feathered namesake, it 
Is made, you sev, to soar. 
a 


* 
Stern Christian, Ws shocking to seeaman like yourself begging. 
Mendicant. Wt is, indeed, sir; bat people are so hard-hearted 

nowadays, that [might stand here from mornin’ ull night, and if 

1 didn’t beg I shouldn't get a penny, It’s true, sir, for Ive tried it, 


* 
Abstainer. Why drink whisky ? 
Lushington. Why? Because I can’t eat it. 


* 
Mistress (to newly-caught country servant). Turn the gas off in 
the library, Mary. 
Jaterral of fice minutes, 
Mary. Please, marm, P've a-turned it youn’ and roun’ and roun’ 
agin, but I carn’t get it orf. Pr 
s 
Simple. 1 wonder why it is men always call their wives “ Dear"? 
moe Wait till you're married, and then you'll know, wy 
ys oe 
* 


SLOPER is dead on towards the Imperial Institute. “For,” says 
he, “some of those Colonial Johnnies may want a hint or two 
about how they should make the time pass pleasantly.” So, with 
the price of a brace of twopenn’orths in his pocket, he sallied forth 
West. But home he returned sadly, for they would not let him 
stick a few Larks! posters on the Albert Hall door, and he was 
chucked from the portals of the great Kensington Palace when he 
offered Sir Somers Vine a booze out of his immortal bottle. “My 
country does not love me,” says SLOPER, sadly. Alas! that true 
merit should be thus unappreciated, 


* 

Landlady (at new lodgings, eycing Mr, Lushington doubtfully). 
But L never makes it a practice, mim, of givin’ gentlemen’ Jateh- 
keys. L don't hold with it. 

Mrs. Lushington. Oh, that needn't trouble you, Mrs. Jone-: 
when Mr. Lushington comes home, he is never capable of using t. 
1 always have to let him in. ee 

s 


Friend from London. Why, 1 understood you had everything > 
grand down here, but this is only an ordinary painted brick wall. 
Mr. Bouncer, Ah, yes ; but—er—you see, it’s all hand painted. 


Overheard in Yarmouth. 
Native. Gow an’ poot bon't on, or Ow'll it un on nooz. 
Stranger. What is that—German or Dutch? 
Friend, Neither; that is what ix known as the Norfolk Broa:l. 


“MAN wants but iit tle here below,” 
Soliloquized Miss Flirt, 

And, with a pair of scissors, then 
Cut off a yard of skirt. 


SCENE— Merehant's Private Office. Time—Day before Derby De. 
Enter Sporting Clerk, with long and solemn face, “ 

Clerk. I'm sorry to tell you, sir, my grandmother ix to be burs! 
to-morrow. I should be very pleased, sir, if you will give me | 
holiday in order to attend the funeral. 

Merchant (eycing him with roguish torinkle in his cye). Really. 
Mr. Smith, I’m very sorry to refuse you, but—er—the fact is—etT— 
L intend going mysclf. os 

* 


CoLoNEL RowLona had just related a lovely stiff yarn of some: 
thing which he said had occurred to him fifty years previously 0! 
turning to the surgeon he inquired, “* What do you think of Uh! 
doctor?” “Sir!” replied the doctor, “1 think that you have 
most wonderful memory for events which never happened of a"'t 
man Lever met.” And now their relationship is somewhat strain’. 


Saturday, June 8, 1893.] 
TOOTSIE AT THE OAKS. 


—~— 


OnE of the Dook Snook’s oftenest told tales (the Dook does let 
you have his reminiscences many times over, The poor old thing 
is softening a 
little atop, I 
am afraid) is 
of the way he 
“posted” 
down to 
Epsom, 

Tie Dook, 
it would ap- 
pear was 
saunterinug 
_ it he 


Piccadilly, 
when he cue 
countered an 
eminent hair- 
dresser from 
adjacent 
areade. The 
hairdresser 
was as fine, 
showy man, 
with a head 
of ringlets. It 
was his habit, 
indeed, when 
in his private 
parlour, to sit 


in an arm. 
i} chair by the 
Cn the rowh fireside and 


curl nis silken 
tresses with the aid of a pair of tongs he gently warmed between 
the bars, and did this while entertaining his visitors with pleasant 
vrattle. 
ai Hallo, Dooky !” exclaimed the tonsorial artist. “ How goes it? 
Tip us your flipper !"| He was a well-meaning man, the Dook has 
explained, but a bit off, perhaps, in the courtesies of life. “ Besides, 
L owed him a long bill, you know.” 

* Dooky,” chirped he, “your turn next, sir.” 

“I'm a-goin’' down to Hepsom to-morrow. 
wav. Bottle o’ cham. We shali post down, Are you on?” 

The Dook was, at the moment, at one of his most impecunious 
periods, He jumped at the chance, and made an appointment for 
ten sharp next day, At ten sharp he was at the appointed spot, 
where he found the hairdresser, but xaw nothing of the carriage 
und postboy. ; 

“Twas only waiting for you to start, Dooky. Takeadrop first?” 

The Dook did 80, 
and when they came 
out again, he looked 
around, 

“Where's thetrap?” 
he asked. 

“There vou are,” 
said the hairdresser, 
pointing toa cart con- 
taining a large roll of 
paper, a_ pailful _ of 

mste, a boy, and a 
adder. 

* You said you were 
going to post down,” 
gasped the Dook. 

“So we are,” replied 
the artist. ‘“Them’s 
the bills about my 
new Hair Restorer. 
We're going to post 
them all over the pal- 


it o' lunch on the 


=, 


ings from here to the ii Hh 

course, ‘ { i 
“I daren’t refnse to IF 

help him,” said the \ 

Dook, “He'd have 


been offended. It 
wax a terrible day!” 

The poor kk 
appears to be this 
year at his stony- 
brokest, and a thrill 
of horror shot through 
my whole frame as I 
recognised him selling c’rect cards on the course at glorious Epsom. 

Altogether, Oaks Day abounded in ructions, though it began with 
a smiling morn and a bright promise of sunshine. Tottie Good- 
enough and I drove down tandem, and you should just have 
seen the excitement our turn-out created among the young ladies’ 
schools Clapham way—unbounded delight, to say nothing of the 
boys whom it knocked clean silly. 

The Oaks is, vou know, the ladies’ day at Epsom, and jess riotous 
than the DuRBY, ns almost everybody calls that meeting since the 
School Board has tlourished and a sort of education has cheapened 
up. (Good old English we seem to be coming to!) There is less 
flour throwing and horrors of that kind on the Friday. Fancy 
flour throwing existing st ati nowadays ! 

[ think myself that when our wretchedly ill-regulated family try 
v racecourse, that something a little more like ’Appy ’Ampton at 
its friskiest will suit us better, for though a merry, we are, per- 
chance, a somewhat unreliable family. Billy the Bun-Boomer, for 
instance, still labours under the delusion that a visivor to the race- 

course should indulgein the 
—¥ 
a y PS 


On the make. 


three-shies-a-penny — that 
belong to the earliest years 
of the present century. Also, 
that he should bedeck his 
hat with penny dolls, sup- 
vosed to have been carthed 
y the manly shies, but, in 
reality, surreptitiously pur- 
chased or the recreant Billy 
aforesaid, and stuck into 
his hat. That donkey 
riding isa necessary adjunct 
of a happy day would 
appear to be one of Billy's 
beliefs, and_a more prepos- 
terous exhibit than that he 
made would be difficult to 
imagine. = And when he 
tell off and hurt himself—— 

This world is not a happy 
one. Nothing is like it, 
it seems, The Onks is 2 
hoax. There is no milk 
in the meccourse * coker” 
nuts, and the Dutch dolls’ 
legs come off with the 
tiniest twist, A paste-board 
nose can't hide an aching 
heart. A veal and ham 
pie might be much fresher 
than it usually is, and 
3 2 there might be more pop 
in Tob’s champagne, even at the price he buys it. 

Oh dear! T wish | was dead ! or better off and unbetrothed, 


On the course 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF=-HOLIDAY. 


HISTORICAI. IMPOSTORS. 
No, 7.—CHARLES IT, 


MISCALLED the Merry Monarch, this melancholy fraud has 
got himself greatly ill-used in historv, What are the facts? 
Charles TI, was full up te the neck with domestic virtues. He 
played up all sorts of games with the British Constitution ; but 
that wasn't the real thing that brought trouble. No; it was having 
him shoved down their throats asa model husband and father 
that riled the British core. After you've exercised your own 
blessed privileges of jumping on the chest of the wife of vour 
bosom, or throwing the Highted lamp at the baby, you wouldn't 
care to have pictures shown you of Charles the Oneth playing with 
his children at Hampton Court or things of that kind, would you? 
No, of course not. You'd dike Vandyek to have painted Chirles 
1. being tined forty bob for ber and ds por Charles 1. pitching 
the brokers out of Hampton Co = Ttaking out the that 
irons on Saturday, and spouting them vin on Monday ; or the 
eye of Charles Las ittappeared after a beanfeast; or an assault on 
w bald-headed baby by Charles I.; or something that appeals to 
your own inclinations and finer susceptibilities lL private 
history, So the British got sick of Charley, even as the Athenians 
tired of hearing Aristides always called “the just.” So Charles 
had to dispense with his tilbert, 

Next came psalm-singing, pulpit-smiting Oliver Cromwell, with 
his miserably virtuous and respectable lower, middle-class family. 
As long as there were plenty of battles and hard knocks, English 
folks rather cottoned to Red-nosed Noll, for a good old jamboree 
with black-eyes as plentiful as blickberries appeals to everybody, 
When things quieted down, all folks got very sick of Oliver, and 
it wasn't for nothing that he went about in a secret mail shirt, and 
concealed dish-covers in the seat of his trousers, for they meant 
shooting him. If he hadn't been carried ott by shock to the 
system, in consequence of giving up his supper-beer in a rash 
moment, O. Cromwell would most indubitably have been meat, 
sir, cold meat, with bits of lead inside him, or handy little carving 
knives stuck into his gizzard long before he pegged out. Now 
what does all this show!) Why, that virtue and respectability were 
at a discount, and if young Charles wanted to get back to the 
throne, he must of a necessity play the other racket. 

Which he did. And the Court was as corrupt and disreputable 
and blackguardly as it could be, and popular accordingly. When 
it was notorious that Rochester was the licentious favourite at 
Whitehall, there was every reason why John Englishman should 
imitate his vices in Whitechapel. With Nell Gwynne, Castlemaine, 
Miss Stuart, Kitty Waten and company no better than they ought 
to be in the Mall, why should not every fair lady, of whatever 
degree, do as she felt inclined (and when don’t they feel inclined, 
bless ‘em !) in her own sphere of demirep-pery 2?) When titles were 
showered on chorus girls and barbarity was a patent of nobility, 
why should not ordinary citizens kick over the traces with their 
betters?) So Merrie Enyland was once more merrie, and imitated 
the Court, and went to the devil exceedingly. Barring ONE. 

In all the disreputable racket of that day, there is ee one dis- 
agreeable, saturnine figure—the King himself. Of lowering, expres- 
sive and atrabilious temperament, he couldn't enter into the fun 
for fear of headache and a bilious attack, But he was obliged to 
pretend to keep the pot boiling, and to fool about with his fatiguing 
intrigues at Chiflinde’s when he would rather have been teaching in 
a Sunday school. — Blasé toa degree, he must have been played out 
long before the Restoration, and. depend on it, when the true 
history of Charles IT. comes to be written, it will be found that he 
was only eager to escape from the buitooneries of Tom Killigrew 
and the excesses of Jack Wilmot, the coxcombry of Sedley and 
the shallow vice of Villiers, and that his great ambition was to 
get away quietly somewhere, so as to be able to take his liver pills 
quietly and punctually, and patch up a body that had finished its 
pleasant sins long seo, 


——_>__——_——. 


THE ECHOED FAREWELL. 


Tie sun of Smith's good luck had set, 
Poor Smith was well-nigh starving, 
And so that olden cabinet 
With quaint and curious carving, 
Which to his ownership had run 
Througn scores ot Smith's ancestral, 
Mast go from him at last to one 
Who, like rapacious kestrel, 
Would pounce on it. And tloods of briue 
sedimmed each Smithian eve, 
As to his heirloom he did whine, 
“Good-bye! good-bye! good-bye!” 


The greedy shark who curios bought 
Gave Smith (while Smith looked ghastly) 

Two pounds for it, and said he thought 
He'd overpaid him vastly. 

ut, oh! that crafty dealer grew 
Extremely blithe and mirthful 

When Smith was gone: for well he knew 
The cabinet was worth full 

Three hundred pounds. And so, though he 
RKe-echoed Smith’s wild ery, 

‘Twas not with tears, but laughs of glee— 
“Goud buy ! good buy ! good buy!” 


—— 


A CASE OF PARENTAL OBSTINACY. 

YounG William was only fifteen, but, bless you! he knew as 
much as many a man of five-und-forty, and, thinking it would be 
as well to “have his head loose—a phrase used by vulgar racing- 
men—he seught out his aged father in the cool of that lovely 
Sabbath evening in the little parlour at the back of the snug little 
grocery and “general” shop, and, importing a tone of kindly 
solicitude into his voice, began : 

“My dear father,” he said, “I cannot help noticing that your 
hair grows whiter every day—that the stoop in your back becomes 
more pronounced. Father, your years are many.” 

“They are, my son,” assented the old man, with a sad nod of the 
head, 

“You have toiled early and late, and, by the sweat of your brow, 
you have amassed a snug liitle competency and this steady and 
daily-improving little chandlery business.” 

“Tt is quite true, William.” 

“It has pained me more than I can tell to see you, at your age, 
harassed and worried about the cares of business, Father, your 
declining days should be spent in the old arm-chair in the chimney 
corner.” 

“ Quite true, William, they should.” 

“Now, father, seeing that you are old and feeble, and helpless, 
turn the shop over to me—make the business mine absolutely— 
i you and mother live out your few remaining days with me and 
Sally.” 

“ William,” said the old man, as he removed his coat and rolled 
up his sleeves, “1 think I see the drift o’ them remarks. When so 
be as I'm ready—me and ver mother—to catch the nex’ "bus to the 
workus, I'll play the fool and hand over the shop to you, William.” 

“Oh! then until then——” 

“Until thea, William, I'm going to diene! any delusion under 
which you're a-suficrin’ about me bein’ old, and feeble, and help. 
less ; I'm going to take the stifiness out o' that old leather trunk 
strap, aud do it over your devoted hide, too, William, in this way.” 


* * * * * * 


When the convention finally adjourned, William crawled up to 
his bedroom in the roof, and, casting his aching body upon his 
couch, soliloquized : “ And Sally was to broach the same thing to 
mother at the same time. I wonder if she’s mortally injured, or 
ouly crippled for life?” 
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Wks Charlie Ghidwan inade hts deat upon the provincial 
stage as ao member of Sturn Barns’s Milky Way Company—so 
Dhaene be 
cause Barns 
claimed thot 
they were a 
collection of 
stars —he 
felt that his 
foot was 
fi ron ty 

anted on 
Fortune's 

lu dader, 
Eventually. 

by doing 
small things 
well, he | 
became en. /), 
trusted with | 
important 
ones, and 
ere long was 
installed 
jeune pre- 
mier, 

As for the 

girls, he 
took them 
by — storm, 
Cynthia 
Vane never 
fayed Pau. 
ine so well 
as when 
Charlie was Claude, Helen se daintily as to his Modus, Juliet 
so passionately as when it was Charlie who exchimed: * Arise, 
fair sun, and kill the envious moon.” 

Fiorence Delahay, too, loved Charlie. Consequently, she hated 
Cynthia as only ® woman can hate—a woman, 

Silas Craven would have given worlds for the love Charlie care- 
lessly cast aside. He had loved Florence for years. She had 
laughed at his love—the only bit of his comic business that had 
ever made her smile, 

“Flo,” said Silas, as he stood in the wings with her one morning 
at rehearsal, “you hate that girl as much as T hate that fellow.” 

“TP hate them both !" she hissed, with tlashing eyes ; “L wish they 
were dead!" And she tor the moment meant it. 

“Flo,” said) Silas, “there's nothing | wouldn't do for you 
Do youthink you could love me if—if L risked my life to serve vou?” 

“Oh! [T don't know what 1 am saying or doing,” she half 
sobbed. “For 
God's sake let me 
£0 to ny dressing- 
room and cry!” 
And she left him. 

Silas went out of 
the theatre for a 
few minutes. On 
his return, 
strangely enough, 
he went to the pro- 
perty-room, 

* *. * 

“Tlere’s a pretty 
go!” exclaimed 
Mr. Sturm Barns 
to the first arrivals 
of his company 
that evening. 
* Craven writes 
that he's slipped 
his ankle pe § tho 
doctor forbids him 
to stir out, and 
Miss Fane has got 
a sore throat and 
ean't play to-night 
for love or money. 
Never mind, wo 
must do the bext 
we can. Craven's 
only a stick at any 

But Miss Fane's 


In the wines, 


Her triumph had come. 


time; somebody will have to double his part. 
absence is more serious,” 

“T have it!” he exclaimed. “ Miss Delahay, you shall play Juliet 
to-night.” Florence's heart bounded. She was to play Juliet to his 
Romeo! Fearful lest her rival should recover, she dressed and 
hastened to Charlie in the greenroom, with him to rehearse her part. 

“You are letter perfeet, Flo,” said Charlie, with a smile. And 
she answered, “* Heart pertect, Charlie.” 

At every exit she took a round of applause, at every curtain a 
eall, going off laden with beuquets, Her turn of triumph had 
come, When, in Act IV. scene 3, she came to the potion scene, the 
andience bung breathless on her lips. “Farewell. God knows 
when we shall meet again,” she wailed. And the sad lines flowed 
from her lips like plaintive music. Then at last sighing : “ Romeo. 
Icome. This do | drink to thee.” she fell back on her couch ina 
stillness wrougnt by the magic of her art. There she lay, 

When Scene 5 was finished, and the curtain went down on the 
fourth act, Sturm: Barns approacked the couch whereoa the last of 
his Juliets had reposed since the third scene, and leaned over. 

“Hi, Miss 
Delahay. gone 
tosleep?" He 
lifted her 
hand; it 
dropped list- 
lessly back. 
He raised her 
head; that, 
too, fell back. 

She was 


dead! 
A doctor 
was sum. 


moned. He 
examined the 
phial she held 
in her rigid 
hand. “Hy- 
drocyanic 
acid,” said he, 
“There must 
he a mystery 
here.” 

Andit would 
perhaps have 
remaineda 
mystery, but 
that at thein- 
quest a letter = 
was read, - woe : F 
written by _ 

Silas) Craven Cynthia wept. 
prior to him- . 
self taking poison, confessing that Florence Delahay had fallen into 
the deadly snare he had laid for Cynthia Vane. 

And Cynthia wept over the body of her dead rival. 


. 
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The new patent waver-defying costume, invented by 
the Eminent as a protection against the weather that 
Is to come, 


.° Mise Sloper will be delighted to receive photographs from those 
uf her Jriends whose yurtraits have not yet been inserted, 


TOOTSIE’S FRIENDS. 


No. 289.— Miss ADA DEATON. 


Would that I could aptly tell my wild, consuming love !" 
—The Dovi Snovk, 


“My heart, my wealth, my hand is all her own!” 
y heart, my » my Spins 


“ Alack that passion such as mine should go all unrequited !” 
—The Hon. Billy. 


(1) As the Eller was being dunned by a creditor 


“Mr. Sponge, please to see to my luggage. and have it carefully 
labelled this time, and don't talk to we of luvking ridiculous before 
the porters,” 


ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-ROLIDAY. 


PREPARING FOR MARGATE. 


“Great Scot, oll chap! what are yon doing?" “I'm just testing 
this suit of cluthes, They are warranted unshrinkable.” 


| Saturday, June 8, 1893. 


“T shall not go to the seasile tl.is 
year, dear. So tiresome having to 
bathe every day, but the men ex- 
pect it from ua."—Eetract from 
Letter of Young Lady, 


DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—J. C. HORSLEY, Esq., R.A. 


. 


ALAN 
OTA 


i 


Since the exhibition at Burlington House has been openel, A. SLOPER has been 
inundated with requests from Academicians to interview them,*and the Eminent 
doesn't know but what he will honour one or two of them during the picture season. 


(1) Foremost amongst them was Mr. J. C. Horsley, who wrote : “My dear Sir, [am 
informed by my esteemed friend Mra. Grundy, who had it from a gentleman friend of 
yours,a Mr. Isaac Moses, whom she got in conversation with through losing her 
purse at the Acalemy, when she weut to see my strictly proper purtrs it of Alderman 
Treloar, that you are with me in the crusade against painting from the nude. [ 
shall, therefore, esteem it a favour if you will kindly call aml interview me.” 
“Hum,” mused A. SLOPE, “Iky must have his little joke. There, never mind, the 
interview shall take place.” As A. SLOPER entered the studio of the conscieutious 
painter, Mr. Horsley rose from his chair, the lezs of which were carefully swathed 
in knickers. “Mr. SLOPE, this is kind of you!” “It is, Mr. Horsley; for what 
with the ‘HaLP-HOLIDAY ” and family affaira, my time is so taken up, that, really, to 
tell you the bare truth——” “ Mr. SLoPER!” “I beg pardon, it shall not occur again. 
I bave heard that you have earned the name amongst those who differ with you of 


THE ELDER PURSUED. 


“Tee. 


(2) He did the patent Browside camel trick. 


‘Clothes’ Horsley 2" “The followers of impropriety have, indeed, called me thus.” 
“Exactly. Now, if you will let me have a piece of charcoal and a clean canvas Iwiil 
endeavonr to sketch out 9 cartoon, which you can paint in at your leisure, and I will 
use my influence with Leighton to get it hung over the portals of the RA”"—(?) 
“There ! yourself in the helm of Minerva astride a clothes-horse (thus disarming the 
critics) attacking the nude in Art with a prop. How like you the picture?” “Iti 
in truth a beautifal allegory.” “And it is, Mr. Horsley, perfectly correct that yuu! 
lave never found it necessary to study from the nude?” “ Never !"——(3) * In my 
younger days U certainly was indiscreet enough to once make a study of this figure. 
1 have kept it ever since in my studio as a bitter reminder of youthful rushuess.” 
“How spartanic!" “Mr. Sore, your hand! Iam proud to flud you one who, 
like myself-——"——(4) “But, ha! here is my dear friena Mrs, Grundy. fat te 
introduce to you, Mrs. G., ny co-cruswler iu——" “Oh, the wretch!” cried that 
infuriated person, “I have beeu imposed on; and as for that friend of his——" Here 
she went for A. SLUPER.—(5) And would, he sincerely believes, had he stayed lous 
euough, Grundy or no Grundy, have torn the very clothes off his back. 


oe 


en re Pe Mo 


(3) And McParritch said : “Isn't MeNab an auld fool to play 
Liaself like a bairn instea:l of payin’ ‘is debts 7” 


Saturday, June 3, 1898, 


Distraught-hy aD oggic- 


y list tov his sneer:—From doggie's bark and doggie’s bite The author 
begged for a respite :—Depict 1 here what many folks Would like to aitness in the Oaks :—At 


“This is hard, Maria—only twenty customers this weck.” 
© Yes, aud thirteen of them poisoned off with tinued meat!" 


“Yes, I like the apartments very much, but are you the 


[She was, and he then said he would call again, Mand. Well, but you can float on your back! 


“ONE GoooD TURN.” 


Mand, Ol! dv come and have a swim with me, Jessie. 
Tandladly 9" Jessie. No, thanks, ['d rather not ; besides, it's very bud to swim on an empty stomach, 
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OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


Epsom races once more, What grander sight is there in England than the Downs on Derby Day? 
What enthusiasm, what general happiness—bar on the part of the many losers. Good old Epsom! 
On we go :—ZJn showy colours all arrayed, Behold the yearly horse parade :—The Ulsterites recvire 
the Peer And joysull 


the Reichstag German Billy Frets and fumes and looks quite silly :—This young man one day got 
Stranded, And in prison was soon landed :—All Yankee yarns must surely pale Before the sailor's 
parrot tale. My centre illustration depicts the Oaks as it should be.” Idea copyrighted. Of 
course, we have no lady jocks at present, althonzh we have ladies engaged in most oter professions, 
Lut wait; a time may come !——THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN, 
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Spoffkins. Tullo, Major! you look very big! I do believe you 
put on weight when you went to Scarborough. 

The Major. Rather, my boy—about fifty thousand pounds ! 

Spofftins. Wha-at! 

The Major, Quite true; going to get marricd to it next week. 


Clusing the little dear, 


: 
| 


ALLY-CAMPANE. 


— 


“ANOTHER Bank Suspended.” Such is now an almost weckly 
headline upon the posters of the morning and evening papers. and 
both large and = small 
capitalists have good 
reason to feel a con. 
siderable emount of 
Uneasiness at these cone 
stant failures, A, 
SLOPER personally has 
hocause for worry on 
count: but, then, 
as evervone knows, the 
Ancient is anything 
but a capitalist, Bat 
Alexandry and Jubiles 
are much concerned at 
the safety of their 
united — deposit of 
Qe, Wad., invested in 
their joint names in 
wt penny savings bank 
somewhere in the 
neighbourhood of Bat- 
tersea, It is altogether 
2 bad outlook for things 
tinancial, but it is to be 
hoped something will 
soon be done to cause 
atlairs to take a favour. 
able turn, When the 
next bank gives notice 
of suspension, how 
would it do to suspend 
the chairman and half 
a gav dozen or so of 


the directors—to the nearest lampposts ? 
. 


JUBILEE is most anxious to have the conduct of a Children's 
Page in Larks ! each week, but the Editor of that worthy Ha‘p'orth 
very naturally jibs at the idea, If A. SLOPER brings pressure to 
bear on the Editor, relations will become more than strained, It 
will end in a downright shindy. y 


. 

THE numerous hotel-keepers, whom that ingenious gentleman, 
Mr. Wilson Little, has so greatly victimised, are, we understand, 
weparing «& new version to an old proverb, which, in its revised 
lor, reads: “We want but Little here below, but want that Little 
badly.” *\° 


THE Duke of York has, we see, given orders for numerous safes 
to be manufactured for him immediately. There's nothing like 
reckoning your presents before they're hatched. 


ANGLING in the ballroom having terminated for a period, at 
any rate, loveliness is now disporting itself on our rivers with 
varied success. Angling on 
the river is hardly a pastime 
that commends itself tothe 
fair sex generally, and tear- 
ful eyes and fits of the sulks 
are more plentiful thereon 
than fish. A “good catch,” 
however common a phrase 
it may be in the ballroom, 
is almost an altogether un- 
known expression on the 
river, so far as the girl of 
the period is concerned ; 
und although a dancing sea- 
son has only just concluded, 
many fair ones are already 
living in anticipation of 
their next season's con- 
quests. Andso it is with us 
all. However numerous may 
be our past successes, we are 
always looking to the future 
to bring us greater ones. 
Ambition is the ruling pas- 
sion of Englishmen and 
women alike, and may it 
always be so is the sincere 
wish of A. SLOPER. 


s 

THERE is no truth in the 
report that the Blood- 
Stained Billiam Higgins and Alexandry have yoined “The Ball's 
Pond Banditti.”. The gentlemen of the Association named say that 
neither Dilliam nor Alec have done anything as yet to justify 
their clection. A good thing for Larks / they haven't. 

ee 


* 

ANOTHER outrage on SLOPER! Having offered his gin bottle 
to the Prince of Wales at the Forestries, on Saturday week last, he 
was immediately arrested on a charge of attempting to poison His 
Royal Highness, and dragged off to durance vile. Luckily the 
Eminent has stilla few inthuential friends remaining in England, 
and he is now out on bul, ee 

s 

“LET me fly to water!” quoth A. SLOPER, as he slid down the 
toboggan attached to Captain Boyton’s Water Show at the Earl's 
Court Exhibition ; “and let me fly to whisky,” murmured he, faintly 
as he landed on the other side of the lake, cold, chivering and 
almost drowned. ** 


For a bright, cheerful evening's entertainment, replete with 
tuneful music and bubbling fun, commend us to Mam'selle Nitouche, 
the new 
three-act 
Musical 
Comeds, 
with which 
Mr. and 
Mrs. Frank 
Wyatt have 
#0 success. 
) fully opened 

their own 

reer at 
the Trafal- 


pretty and 
convenient 
house, it 
will be re. 
membered, 
they are the 
\! oprietors, 
2 verybody 
must see 
NVitouche, 
at least, 
everybody 
who would 
visit one of the most amusing pieces in London ; sud when we 
add that it is preceded by a most amusing parody of Jplomacy, 
few we opine will neglect our advice to pay an early visit to the 
Trafalgar. 
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ONE of the chief attractions of a forthcoming ballet is, we see, to 
be the introduction of fifty real “coloured ladies " possessed, saith 
report, of fine figures and \ 
something exceptionally 
neat in the matter of under- 
standings. =“ Friv.” girls, 
look to vour laurels ; beware, 
lest a negress mash should 
become the fashion and your 
tickle swains desert you in 
favour of some well-devel- 
oped but dusky. beauty. 

. 


* 

WILLIAM HOLLAND, the 
moustachioed and much be- 
loved of our youth, has open- 
ed the Winter Gardens at 
Blackpool with a good old 
flourish of trumpets. The 
Show is better this year than 
it has ever been, and a con- 
tinuous throng of people will 
pass in for many months to 
come, or our name's not 
SLOPER, We would, with 
all natural modesty, ask the 
visitors to the Billhol- 
landerics to have a g 
look at the 119 Original 
Drawings, by W. G. Baxter, 
and others which adorn the 
walls thereof. Every one of 
these drawings has appeared 
in either the “HALF ‘'UN" , 
or in good old Judy, and we make no bones about it when we say 
that we are thundering proud of the Collection, And why not? 


* 

To be denounced as a Welcher on Epsom Racecourse, although 
not exactly a joke, might, had it occurred on Friday, certainly 
have been considered an Oaks. But A, SLOPER, who has suffered 
considerably, looks upon it from a more serious point of view, 
seeing that he is at present being sewn together by no less than six 
doctors, ad 


“Trout fishing,” says an angling contemporary, “is now in full 
swing.” We know it, oh, we know it! Only a day or so ago we 
lunched at the next table to a party of three who had been out all 
the morning, and, well—Ananias wouldn't have stood a look in 
with the most truthful of ‘em. *,* 


NOTWITHSTANDING numerous previous engagements, A. 
SLOPER has still had time to jatronise one of, perhaps the most 
popular — enter- 5 ; 
tainments of the 
year, viz., the 
Military Tourna- 
ment. What the 
Military Tourna- 
ment would 
without A. 
SLOPER's me 
tronage, or, what 
A. SLOPER 
would do with- | 
out the Military ; 
Tournament it | 
is difficult to 
surmise. Suffice 
it to say, that 
the Eminent has 
taken it under 
his wing with as 
much zest as 
hitherto. Con- 
sequently, both 
tournament and 
spectators alike 
are in a very 
happy frame of 
mind. A, SLO- 
PER, ‘tis true. 
has’ received 
more ___‘a'pence 
than kicks from the management, but the knowledge that his ser- 
vices are appreciated by the prblic is quite satisfactory to him, 
and therefore is he quite satisfied to rest upon his laurels. 
ss 


s 

THE Mildewed Grog Blossom has this day been pleased to confer 
the “Award of Merit” upon CAPTaIN Boyton, because he 
organised the Water Show at Earl's Court, “ Feyther,” chirruped 
the Cerulean-Orbed, “averse as you are, as a rule, to anythink 
appertainin’ to haqua pura, 1 think you deserve credit for over- 
coming yer prejudice and doin’ just the right thing at the right 
time. Really, feyther, I don’t despair of you yet ” but before 
the Azure-Eyed could bring his remarks to a conclusion the Aged 
weighed in with a little paternal correction, and once again 
Alexandry is dead nuts on the eider sofa cushion. 


2, 

THE annual advent of a doddering jackass in an advanced stage 
of imbecility, with a joke about the Oaks and heaz, took place 
early this week. His mutilated remains can be viewed for pur- 
poses of identification upon application to the junior office boy at 99. 

ss 


s 
HER Majesty the Queen having granted permission to the editor 
of the Gentlewoman to photograph the choicest specimens of her 
private gold plate at Windsor Castle, the Eminent has applied for 
the loan of the same for pawning purposes. 


= 

“THE top of the morning ta you,” quoth A. SLoren, as, playfully 
tapping Charles Morton on the summit of his latest Lincoln and 
Bennett, he quietly 
worked his ‘way into the 
auditorum of the Tivoli 
Music-Hall, where he re- 
mained, in spite of the 
repeated attempts of the 
chucker-out to evict him, 
And did he enjoy him- 
relf? Well—yes, rather! 
Fancy going to the Tivoli 
without doing so! A 
better company is not to 
be seen ‘throughout 
London, music-hall stars 
being almost as plentiful 
as pebbles on the sea- 
shore. Dan Leno is a 
host in himself ; and, 
as for Harriett Vernon, 
and the rest of 'em, well— 
they only want seeing to 
be appreciated. A visit 
to the Tivoli Music-Hall 
will do more good than a 
hundred doses of quack 
medicine. Try it. 


s 
BOULANGER SHAKEBACON and Ginetta Margarine threaten to 
leave Mildew Court and join the Statt of Larks«/ as soon as they 
attain their majority. This resolve on their part has given great 
pain to Mrs, Sloper, who has been a good mother to them both. 


(Saturday, June 3, 1293, 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS 


A CALENDAR FOR THE WEEK ENDING 10TH JUNE, 1893, 
Ss 


4th June, 1800.—Under this date, in The Goodfelliy 
Calendar and Almanae of Perpetual Jocularity, aypears t),,. 
mysterious entry : “Judge Buller, of Zhumbstich celebrity, died. 
his house in Bedford Square.’ Where does the joke come in! 
a aa eee 

5th June, 1888.—A correspondent of an evening pape: , 
this date says: “New York is the first American State to sul). 
tute death by electricity for hanging. The Governor has sj:;, 
the Bill passed by the Legislature, making the change 541, 
January Ist next apply to all crimes committed on and after {), 
date. The Bill provides that a prisoner sentenced to death js to |. 
immediately conveyed by the sheriff! to one of the State prison 
and there kept in solitary confinement until the day of executic; 
The Court imposing the sentence is to name merely the we} 
within which the execution is to take place, the particular «|. 
within such week being left to the discretion of the princi) | 
ofticer of the prison. The execution is required to be practie:!); 
private, only the officials, clergymen, physicians, and a limite 
number of citizens being allowed to be present. After tie exe 
tion,a funeral service may be held within the prison walls, and 11). 
body be delivered into the custody of the relatives if requested.” 


6th June, 1880.—The Mount Vesuvius Railway was this «ds, 
officially opened. : 

6th June, 1881.—The Austrian, General Uchatius, the inventor of 
the famous stecl gun, this day comunitted suicide. 


———————  e___ 

7th June, 1878.—A wholesale chemist at Kingsland Gree 
was this day committed for trial for manslaughter, having so! 
eer composed largely of arsenic, which caused the deat), 
of a child. 


|] 

8th June, 1857.—Douglas Jerrold died this day. A writer 
in 1839 thus describes him: “ Douglas Jerrold is considerably 
below the middle size, being no more than about five feet 
two or three, with a ly of juvenile diminutiveness as regards 
circumference. His head also being extremely big and his 
shoulders narrow, he has somewhat the appearance of a qnomr 
His hair and complexion are light ; his eyes large and staring, bu: 
nevertheless expressive ; the upper part of his face being eminent); 
intellectual, while the fat cheeks and large mouth give the lower 
an exceedingly animal look, His voice is deep and peculiar gn 
not unpleasant. His manners are not pleasant, their chief chari. 
teristic is their self-sufticiency. He has every other quality to form 
an agreeable bottle companion, but wholly lacks good nature, ani 
is careless when he says a good thing of how mang feelings he 
hurts provided the witticism is laughed at. He is somewhst 
singular in his style of dress. He usually wears his collar a lu 
Byron, and a very high-crowned white hat—a taste which by no 
means diminishes the peculiarity of his personal appearance. | I+ 
stoops slightly as he walks, holding his eye-glass perpetually to hi. 
eye, for he is also extremely short-sighted.” 


Oth June, 1760.—La petite poste was this day first estab. 
lished within the walls of Paris. 


10th June, 1876.—On this day, the Daily Telegraph sav- 
that at Sheftield, George Elliott, aged seventeen, whilst at the fair, 
ate so much food that he died from gluttony—a potato pie, a plum 
pudding, rome gingerbread, a rice pudding, five squares of Yor. 
shire pudding. three basins of soup, beer, lemonnde and water con. 
stituting his dinner. At the inquest it was stated that death wai 
caused by inflammation of the stomach. 


ALL SHE WANTS. 
A PRETTY dress, 
A stray caress, 

A husbind ora lover: 
Some diamond rings 
And jewelled things, 

A novel (yeliow cover) ; 
A purse well filled, 

A handlinaid skilled, 

A boudoir sweetly scented ; 
A box of creams, 

And this bard deems 

A woman is contented, 


MAKING USE OF IT. 
Overheard outside the Ciril Service Stores, k 

Little Wife. Oh, George! do you mind waiting for me a little 
dear? I really must go in here for a moment or two. 

ITubhby. Why—er—yes, of course, love. But won't you tell me 
what it is you want? 

Little Wife. Oh! I'm not going to buy ansthing, dear. I only 
want to see if my hat’s on rignt by some of the louking-glasses in 
the furniture department. 

gs 


THERAPEUTICS BY TUBE. 

At the time of going to press, the sporting residents of Lower 
Tooting-ntte-Bee are betting ten to one that young Doctor Chin- 
capin takes down the speaking-tube arrangement which he iv! 
tixed to his doorpost only seven days ago. You know the kind of 
thing we mean. There's a brass hole, just beneath the bell that+ 
labelled “ Night,” and you blow up it; then a voice above s1s<. 
“Hullo!” then you describe your symptoms, and the phial_ o! 
physic comes ratiling down to you in something less than a piz > 
whisper. 

Well, last Tuesday night, just as the young doctor was dozing 0! 
into his beauty-sleep, worn out by the importunities of irritab- 
patients, he had to get up to answer that b/essed tube. 

“Hullo! What is it?” he howled, for he was justifiably pre: 
voked, down the tube. 

“Ts that the doctor himself?” 

“ Yer.” 

“Oh! Mra. Flinderthrupp’s baby keeps crying, doctor—youns 
Mrs. Flinderthrupp, you know, of The Sprouts. What had sic 
better do, do you think?” ; 

A ghastly look cf intense agony spread across the young docturs 
visage ; but, smothering his chagrin, he replied, quite calmly . | 

“Oh! perhaps it’sa pin. Go and see if a pin is song” in it. 

He juenred back into bed, and ten minutes elapsed. Then cure 
the whistle again. 

“Hullo!” 

Ia that you, doctor?” 
‘ 


“Well, it's not a pin; none of its ‘safeties’ are undone. Oh tide 

suggest something. 
‘here were many things he would have liked to suggest, but I 

kept his temper and merely replied : 

“Well, p'r'aps his ickle tummy’s cold. Give him half a te 
spoonful of peppermint. Good night.” - 

Back into the blankets he hopped, but only for eight minut: 
then came the whistle again. 

“Hullo!” F 

“I've given him the peppermint, doctor, but he's still eryiu-— 
more heartbroken than ever, in fact. Oh! what is it?” 

Asa last resource he yelled down : 

“Hang it all! p'r'aps the child's hungry. Try him with the— 

“Ah! that may be it. Good night, doctor.” 

“Good night.” fs 

Twenty minutes later she had him out of bed again; but th’ 
was no anxious questioning this time—no suppressed anguish. 

“Is that you, doctor!” 

“Yes, hat is it now?” ‘ 

“Oh! nothing non, thanks, except to tell you you were (''" 
rght. He sas hungry!” 
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Saturday, vune 3, 1893.) 


GOING AWAY. 


‘The “ going-away-to-the-seaside season " has now set in with ‘much severity.) 


Pe Now is the season 

C fatty Papa ir ss dreaded by yn ; 

wbseletely weenery > He hasn't’ a mo- 

aa ment’s peace all the 
day, 

for his daughters and 
sons and likewise 
their ma 

Inform him ‘tis time 

for going away ! 


Of course, poor pa 
possesses no tin, 

He is stone - broke 

he’s most sorry to 


Bay 
But such tales ne'er 
stop the family din, 
Now is the time for 
going away ! 


at last he gives in— 
alas, poor pa! 
But there, one knows 
he’s obliged to 
obey, 
How can he do else when the “chicks ” sna their ma 
Tell him ‘tis time to be going away ? 
AFTERTHOUGHT. 
Now is the season, should you owe rent, 
To shoot the bright moon as quick as you may, 
And to get out ere the brokers are sent, 
Now is the time for going away ' 


—_—._—— 


A WARNING TO PARENTS. 

“AND so you refuse to be even a sister to me,” hissed Vivian 
Andthenext, clenching his three guinea teeth in Adelphi -like 
desperation ; “you will give me no reward for the long, long years I 
have lavished a wealth of affection and cream chocolates upon your 
tir. false self? Proud gyurl, you have bir-lighteda once bright and 
jovous life—wrecked the fair promise of a prosperous career in the 
tull—er—in the—er—the full—er——" He paused, in want of an 
sierra simile, and Editha Muddletotlie jumped into the 
breach. 

~ You forget yourself, sir,” she said, with the cold hauteur born 
of endless novelettes, “Have I not already told you your suit is 


hopeless—in fact, 1 love another?” 
“Ha! T knew it!” excliimed Vivian, “I will kill him! The 


miscreant dies to-morrow !” 
The fair girl laughed. 


~ Pray be careful.” she said, mockingly. “He's six feet four, and 
turns the scale at fifteen stone.” 

Vivian peused, The intelligence seemed somewhat to damp his 
ferocity. His manner changed ; all the wild, threatening demeanour 
vanished, and there was av earnest entreaty in his voice when he 
next addressed her, 

~ At least,” he pleaded, 
“vou will give me some 
keepsake — some little 
trinket to remind me of 
days of blissful delight.” 

Kditha smiled. 

“Something to put up 
the spout when you're 
hard up fora drink, you 
mean,” she said, cruelly. 

“Nav, Editha; 1 
pledge you my word,” 
commenced the young 
man, * 1—” 

“Yes, that’s it—you'd 
pledge any mortal 
thing,” sneered his en- 
chautress, 

Vivian sighed despair- 
ingly. 

“At least,” he said, 
“vou might spare me 
one of your portraits. That, at least, “s not too much to ask?” 

“Oh! but it is, Mr. Andihenext !” 

“Whaat! you refuse!” 

*“ Most certainly !”’ was the tirm reply. 

“Then,” said Vivian, decidedly, “there is nothing for it but for 
me to remember you by this!” And drawing from his pocket an 
advertisement page torn from an old magazine, he thrust it beneath 
her gaze. * There!" he said, malevolently, “ read that!” And with 
a strange unaccountable presentiment of evil creeping over her, 
Editha read + 


“PECKHAM, May 16th, 1875. 
“ Dear Sir,—I forward you a photo of our daughter Editha (aged 
two } who has been fed almost from her birth upon your excellent 
food, and has not had a day's illness since. Please send me ,two 
more large packets, and believe me, yours faithfully, 
“GEORGE MUDDLETOFFIE.” 


But once did Editha peruse the letter, but one glance did she 
sive at the scantily-clad portrait of her infant self above it, and 
then, with the hot blush of maidenly shame blood red on her 
cheeks, she swooned neatly upon the coal-scuttle. 

Vivian Andthenext was avenged, 

—— 


GIRLS OF THE *FRIV." 
No, 101.—MAyY CASTLEFORD. 
Wu yore Family heard that 
ay 
Would spend the month of June away 
From London in some seaside spot, 
Each several member asked 
where 
Her chosen place might be, and got 
A friendly answer from the fair. 


her 


When smiling June succeeded May 
The Mound was found at Pegwell Bay. 
Lord Bob was at St. Leonard's housed, 
McNab to Eastbourne paid his fare, 
And Margate’s Christian folk were 
roused 
To rage—for Iky Mo was there! 


On Ramsgate sands Ilon. Billy 
skipped. 

In BEERros brine McGooscley dip- 
red, 


OM Boftin beamed on Cromer's beach ; 
In fine, of SLOPER’s Family, each 
Went to that watering-place where he 
Had heard from May that May would 


ve. 
va And each bold lover waited there 


\! / To woo and win the favourite fair! 

f.! ° . . 
PAS) But soon, oerwhelmed with dis- 
—a~ content, 


y Those mashers back to London went, 
To find that May had fooled them wittily, 
And for her beanfeast chosen Italy ! 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY, 
THE EDITOR'S LETTER-BOX. 


— 


> HARLEY StREET, W., Vay 25th, 1893. 
DEAR Sir.—A thousand thanks for your courtesy in bestowing 
the valued diploma of F.O.8, upon one who so little merits your 
consideration, I trust vou will not accuse me of exaggeration if L 
assure you that the object of my life for many years has been to 
quilify myself for this high honour, to which, however, I hardly 
dared aspire. Believe me, yours, in all humour, 
GREVILLE MACDONALD. 


——~.—___—_ 


SLOPER'S VAGARIES. 
No, 168.—HE Visits YE ANCIENT AND FEesTIVE Deny. 
THE Mound had been, with boyish zest, 
Through Pleasure’s mazes whirling 
Till all the wealth that he possessed 
Was fourteen shillings sterling. 
Yet, on the thirty-first of May, 
Arreyed in radiant garb, he 
Set forth, and said, “I'll shee to-day 
Sha old an’ feshtive Darby!” 


Now, from the strange and startling style 
In which these words were spoken 

You'll guess that poor oid Mouldytile 
Once more the pledge had broken, 

So toa cabman spake he thus, 
In accents not the clearest : 

“To goodsh old Darby, dearsh old cuss, 
Pray shay whish way ish nearest.” 


The cabman gave without demur 
The needed information ; 

“A very decent route, dear sir, 
Is from St. Pancras station.” 

So to St. Pancras cabbed he straight, 
And there his bobs did jingle. 

“7 wansha gosha Darbysh, mate, 
Chuck oush a third classh single!” 


For ten and seven the booking-clerk 
“Chucked out" a third sedately, 
And Storer said, “ Yoush greedy shark, 
I shink you've fleeshed me greatly 1” 
Yet to the train he tumbled in, 

And there (his frame encumbered 
With an unwonted load of gin) 

He sweetly snored and slumbered. 


From Pane. at five past ten he rolled. 
At one o'clock a station 

Was reached, where he was roused and told 
He'd reached his destination. 

And then A, SLOPER 8 bitter curse 
Through all the Midlands sounded, 

For he, with fivepence in his purse, 
Must spend the day—confound it !— 

At Derby town in Derbyshire, 
When he'd been bent on being 

At Epsom, and with great good cheer, 
The good old Derby seeing ! 


TO BE HAD EVERYWHERE 


Every Monday. One Halfpenny. 
“LARKS:” 


£50 Insurance Coupon, 


“LARKS:” 


Crammed with Funny Pictures. 


“LARKS!:” 
Full of Side-Splitting Reading. 


“LARKS:” 
Conducted by GILBERT DALZIEL. 


“LARKES:” 
The New Halfpenny Comic 


* GILBERT DALZIEL. 
“LARKS!" OFFICE. ©) SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, ELC, 


REDEEMING FEATURES. 
THE hard-faced burglar by an ailing boy's 
Sick couch all night is weeping ; 
The scuttler kicks a ruftian who annoys 
An old man lamely creeping. 
To hospitals, an oft donation gives 
The greediest over-reacher : 
And doubtless in the vilest wretch that lives 
There's some redeeming feature ! 


Into our souls the cynic tribes are fond 
Of pouring sceptic poison : 

But for their facts they seldom look beyon:t 
The human heart's horizon, 

They sourly state that base, and doubly bse, 
Is every human creature. 

Yet will not make the leist attempt to trace 
Some slight redeeming feature ! 


The hardened sinner will not quit the course 
On which he's long been stecring, 

While condemnations hurled with pious force 
At him he’s ever hearing. 

Yet he'd forsake his sinfulness anon, 
If, waxing wise, the preacher 

Would find, develop, and improve uvon, 
tis one redeeming feature ! 


TO ERNESTINE ETHEL. 

DEAR Girt—for we feel sure you are a dear, soulful, liquid- 
orbed beauty—you wish to know whether wewould advise you “to 
becomea literary woman?” Yes, dear; we think we would. Goslap 
into the fight and win fame : then when you've won fame you'll have 
nothing to do but lie ona satin-covered ottoman, suck. caramels 
or marron glaces, and turn off 2 pocmlet or a romancelet just—er— 
just when you feel the maggot bite you, as it were. Of course 
youll have a salon, somewhere down Kensington way, ana the 
great ones of the fashionable world will gather round you and listen 
with bated breath to your lightest utterances. You might—and 
probobly will—have a few Ethiopian. pages turned on, pages in 
gorgeous livery to bring to you on golden salvers the tive hundred 
pound cheques of your obsequious publishers. A grateful country 
will put up statues to you; also it will name streets and villages, 
and racehorses and grevhounds, and soaps and things after you, 
Fair maidens and pastille pushers will seek an audience with you 
to solicit an bended knees the priceless gift of your autograph. 
Such will be your roseate future when you have once won fame ; 
and, until you have performed that trifling feat, you can have lots 
of fun thinking of all this while you are trudging about in the 
blistering sunshine, or the soggingand soul-despairing rain, climb- 
ing up twenty-seven flights of stairs to sella twenty-five guinea 
poem to a twenty-four-penny editor, who will eventually produce 
it asa soothing-syrup advertisement. Oh, yes! go on by all means, 
Ernestine ; be a “literary woman,” You wouldn't believe half the 
fun there is in it. 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


IF vou ery an hour over a pathetic novel, why does that novel 
resemble your eves /—Recause it’s re(a)d with weeping. 

BALLROOM MeM.—Master of the “Surrey ”-monies : Mr. George 
Conquest. 
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ZEPHANIAH P. SUGG. 
(A Romasce OF SALT LAKE CITY.) 
eee 
CHAPTER LI. 

ZEPHANIAN DP. SUGG was sick—not with a bodily siekness 
which a blue pill or the sportive ettervescime seidlitz Could cure, 
bat with that. sickness 
which impelled the Scot. 
tish king to invite the 
dogs toa feast of medical 
dainties. 

The mind of Z. P. Suge 
was diseased, or, at least, 
distressed, and ons he 
guzed) blankly at — the 
pile of little blue docu. 
ments which he had been 
industriously but sadly 
endeavouring to reduce 
to order, and to tind 
some approximate of the 
grand total, he allowed 
his brain-box to subside 
on his hand in deep and 
gloomy thought as to // 

ow he was to extricate 
himself from his wumer- 
ous difficulties. For Z. P. 
Sugg was in debt. 

It was not that he 
owed an immense sum 
to one person. A debt 
like that might have 
been staved oft by pro- 
Inises to pay interest and 

wrincipal in due time, but 
he was overwhelmed ina 
wildering sea of petty 
debts, which, while they 
amounted to an enor. 
mous sum, were the more 
bewildering that they 
were spread over a wide community, The butcher, the baker, the 
grocer, the milkman, the shoemaker, and a hundred and one other 
trades and professions, to say nothing of the water-rates and the 
Income-tax, were i a in that pile of blue manuscripts, and 
each and al! the traders had lately, with remarkable but ungratify- 
ing unanimity, brought their accounts down to date, and forwarded 
them to Zephaniah Paul Sugg with an intimation that they had a 
little bill to meet, and that they would be glad of a remittance in 
the course of the week, It was positively heartbreaking. 

For Zephaninh P. Sugg had no.remittance to send them, and 
had no hopes of obtaining the wherewithal to send a remittance, 
He was completely broke, to adopt the vulgar phraseology of the 
day, and hence the cloud of gloom which had darkens the inutel- 
lect of Z PL Sneg. : 

The crisis, which had occurred in the affairs of Zephaniah, could 
not be said to have been wholly unexpected. As he flung himself 
back in his chair and wondered, as he looked at a picture hook on 
the wall, if it would bear his weight if he decided to end his 
troubles by hanging himself, he reviewed in his mind the past two 

q or three years of his 
life, and mentally 
assented to the con- 
clusion that he need 
have expected no 
other outcome of his 
speculations than the 
disaster which had 
overtaken him. True, 
he had been enabled 
to stave off the evil 
day by assuming a 
bright and jaunty air 
in the presence ot his 
humerous creditors, 
and bya greater 
nasumption of style 
and extravagance had 
led them to believe 
that he was in better 
circumstances than he 
actually was; but 
these expedients were 
only temporary ob- 
structions to the ava- 
lanche of ruin which 
was slowly but surely 
grinding its way to- 
wards Zephaniah. 

Within the year he 
had married. He had 
linked his fate with 
widow who was undoubtedly wealthy, and he hoped that by assimi- 
lating her wealth, he would be able to satisfy to some extent his 
creditors ; but, alas! after the ceremony, the lady's lawyer waited 
on the happy pair, and handing over: sum of money to the lady, 
reminded her that in the terms of her deceased husband's last will 
and settlement, her life interest in his estate ended with her mar- 
riage, and that the present would therefore be the last payment 
which would fall to be made, All that Zephaniah P. Sugg made by 
that investment was several thousand dollars which she had saved 
of her income between the interval of her first husband's demise 
and the advent of her second, and that comparatively small sum 
was soon swallowed up b: the nuincrous demands made upon it. 

Under ordinary circumstances it would have been natural for 
Zephaniah P. Sugg to have consulted his wife on the state of his 
alfairs, and counselled retrenchment, for, undoubtedly, much of 
his trouble was due to the extravagance of his wife. But Zepha- 
niah P. Sugg was not in ordinary circumstances—he could not be 
assured that his wife would be discreetly reserved about his difli- 


A pile of bills, 


us 


The lawyer. 


Phere were Seventeen of her! 


culties. He was a victim to the matrimonial peculiarities of Utah, 
If he told his wife of his debts, there was no limit to the area to 
which the news might spread. 
For there were Seventeen of her! 
(To be continued next werk.) 


No. 310.—CarTatn Cor, F.O.S. 


“There is a whole bag of mystery surrounding the birth 
of the talented gentleman whose portrait appears above, 
All sorts of wild rumours are afloat concerning him, the only 
one we credit, however, being to the effect that he is the 
offspring of a certain illustrious dignitary of the Church, to 
which profession he would have been brought up had not his 
fondness for the turf caused an estrangement between him 
and his pious parent, and ended finally in young Coe getting 
the order of the boot from the ancestral roof. Our hero then 
obtained employment as riding lal in one of the large training 
establishments at Newmarket, and being a youngster of 
exceptional cuteness, managed by the simple operation of 
keeping his eyes and ears open to pick up much valuable in- 
formation. So stuffed full of reokig lore did he become at 
length that he felt it would be the grossest selfishness to keep 
it to himself, so with the advent of the evening twinkler 
of Stonecutter Street he blossomed forth into a racing prophet, 
and has remained one ever since, with great advantage both to 
himéelf and the many thousands who follow his tips. Chiefly 
because he’s a racing oracle, he was create! F.O.S, and the ‘Sloper 
Award of Merit’ presented to him December 10th, 1892.” 
— bebrett Improved, 


Mr, Swellington. Scoopers gone right off the drimk at last. 
Lusher, Eh? Dye mean it ? 
Mr. Swellington. Yes, pegged out last Friday. 


“Hullo, Smith! 1 thought you'd had some property left you.” 
“So I had, dear voy. Australian bank sharcs. 


ye 


ALLY SLOPER'’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


TAKING HIM AT HIS WORD. 


WTS) 
ay. ! 
git 
Hf 
pS | 


HH 
HH 
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Bookmaker. Mere you are, sir, I'll lay on the fiell. 


Drunken Swell. Nightsh you are—hic—oldsh cocksh, T'll joinsh you. 


“OVER THE GARDEN WALL.” 


(1) Sir Pompus Rounder (sererely). James! I am displeased with you, Your 
manner towards myself is lacking in respect, aml your notions of gardening are 
childish. Take a month's warning from to-day ! aml now collect these etones and 
this rubbish and take them away.—(2) “He! he!" chuckled James. “l'll‘ave a 
barney with the old josser yet, if I ‘are got the bag! None the more for that 1!"—— 
(3) Then Sir Pompns strolled forth in his pride, with Lady Bounder, conscious of 
having asserted his dignity, and quelled a mutinou retaincr.— (4) Dut even the 


THE RETORT COURTEOUS. 


“Oh, Tsay, why, 1 betieve you get fatter every time I se 
you.” 

“Im! Terhaps that accounts for the fact that Im 
always so glad when you don’t see me.” 


GIRLS SLOPER’S KISSED. 


prictor, GinoeRt DALZIEL, at * The Sloperies,” 99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C.—Saturday, June 3, 1993, ? 


[Satu' day, June 3, 1893, 


Ne. ¥r—hearing a suspicious noise under the — er — 
bel, I naturally thought it was a burglar. 
She, Heavens! Was it¢ 


de. Er—no, a tom cat. (Observe the sling, 


THE POLICENTAUR. 


hest of pride has a fall. “Hup she goes!" said James, as he discharge! a miscel- 
lancous load on to the high reals) “ What the blue blazing flames!" ejaculate | 
tir Pompus, as the sudden storm broke over him.— (6) “Haw! Haw! Haw! 
roared James. “ Did it ‘it yer? Haw! Haw! You hain’t cross, are yer? That 
on’'y my little joke! Haw! Haw! I'll never stir if the old gal didn’t squeak 
likea pig!” Somchow he left that day; and, unaccountable as it may sccm, Sir 
Tompus utterly refused to give him any but the worst of characters. 


BORN, NOT MADE 


my goo] man. '° 


Parson, Tam shocked beyond measure, n 
Where did 90" 


hear few making use of such language. 
learn it ? : 
Good Man. Learn be blowed! It's a bloomin’ gift ! 


